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That witless I was ever.

BothwdL                     Ay, but most,

You mean, to wed me, that am graceless more
Than witless you that wedded, in men's eyes '
Who justliest judge of either; yet, by God,
Had I not grace enough to match with you,
I must have less than in their minds I have
And tongues of them that curse me; but what grief
Wrings now your heart or whets your tongue, that strikes
When the heart stirs not ?

Queen.                             Nay, no grief it is

To be cut off from all men's company,
Watched like a thief, lest he break ward by night,
My chamber door set round with men-at-arms,
My steps and looks espied on, hands and feet
Fettered as 'twere with glances of strange eyes
That guard me lest I stray; my ways, my words,
My very sleep their subject.

BothwdL                          You were wont

To walk more free; I wot you have seen fair days
When you lived large i' the sun, and had sweet tongues
To sing with yours, and haply lips and eyes
To make song sweeter than the lute may; now
'Tis hard that you sit here my woeful wife,
Who use you thus despitefully, that yet
Was never queen so mated with a groom
And so mishandled; have you said so ?

Queen.                                                 I ?

Botkwell.   Who hath put these words else in men's
mouths, that prate